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PALATABLE ALIASES. 


[‘‘ Members of the Cornwall County Council 
and of various other Cornish local authorities 
attended a dinner at Truro yesterday with a 
view to popularising dogfish as an article of 
food. A meeting of the Sea Fisheries Com- 
mittee earlier in the day had approved of the 
change of the name from dogfish to flake, and 
after the dinner the company unanimously 
affirmed that flake was a most excellent, 
nourishing, and agreeable form of food.” —Daily 
Paper.} 

Tae good example of the Cornish 
Fisheries Committee has, we understand, 
not been without its effect, and the 
Worshipful Company of Fishmongers 
has appointed a Special Committee to 
frame and submit attractive aliases for 
those denizens of the briny deep who 
have hitherto been handicapped by for- 
bidding designations—the case of the 
smelt, shark, and conger eel in particular 
calling for preferential treatment. 

The movement, moreover, has made 
itself felt in extra-piscine circles. Thus, | 
at the annual banquet of the Amalgam- 
ated Society of British and Polonial | 
Sausage Manufacturers, held on Saturday ! 


, ; Pier ' é 
evening last, a telegram was despatched | test. If County Councils once began 


to the Cornish Sea Fisheries Committee | tampering with the names of fish, they 
congratulating them on their sensible| would never rest content until they had 
action, and inviting suggestions as to| rechristened the entire flora and fauna 
the best and most reassuring method of | of the British isles. 

renaming the various substitutes for | 
pork. . | THE MANAGER’S COMPLAINT 

Again, a meeting of the Mayfair) _ < —— napa 
Matrons’ Domestic League was held last SHE danced among the unfinished ways) 
Friday with a view to popularising| That merge into the Strand, , 
rabbit as an article of food in the Ser-|A maid whom none could fail to praise, 
vants’ Halls of that neighbourhood.| And very few withstand. 

On the motion of Lady GwENDoLes| 4 gyiph, accepted for the run, 
Vavasour it was unanimously resolved! Not at a weekly wage ; 

that in future the name “ rabbit ’ should | Pair as a star when only one 
be changed to “bunnison,” on the| J, shining on the stage. 
analogy of venison. 

Universal approbation, however, is 
more than could be expected. We regret | _ How soon she'd done with me ; 
to learn that the Committee of the Ladies’ | Now she is in Debrett, and, oh, ; 
Kennel Club met on Thursday last to) That’s where they all would be 
protest against the arbitrary action of | pari rnes 
the Cornish Sea Fisheries Committee in | Hara-kiri in the Fatherland. 
changing the name of dogfish to flake. As| l'une recent history of English sausage- 
Lady JutiaGrirron pertinentlyremarked,| making does not lead one to hope that 
this was a case of the thin end of the| English makers will throw themselves 
wedge, which they could not be expected | into sausages a8 vigorously as the 
to sit down under without vigorous pro-' Germans do.”— Daily News. 








She met a lord, and all men know 
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OF TAME LIONS. 
[Verses composed on the Kalends of March.) 


Mowra of the Winds that, like the royal beast 
When on his prey he pounces to annex it, 

Should strictly enter raging from the East 
And having finished make a lamb-like exit ; 


Why have you not arrived in rampant mood, 

As Afric's monarch burtles through the jungle ? 
Can there have been some inexactitude, 

Some silly meteorologic bungle ? 


We were to hide our heads from your attack, 
But these are dulcet airs that softly stroke us, 
Zephyrs, not mentioned in the almanack, 
Nor contemplated by the crescent crocus. 


That harbinger of Spring, by lawn and glade, 
That looked to see you in your Lion's habit. 
Laughs in your face and feels much less afraid 
‘Than had you been a small domestic rabbit! 


What have you done to lose your strength and speed ? 
Have the rheumatics made your tawny flank ache ? 
(\y was it Shrovetide’s undigested feed 
That left you torpid from excess of pancake ? 


I do suspect this last. And here I find 
Another Lion has in you a symbol 

Of its own self—I mean the British kind, 
Once so superbly muscular and nimble. 


Whether he swills his beer at public bars 
Or bolts his private beef as boiled potato, 
Or else at Claridge's, among the stars, 
Corrects a heavy lunch with pills of PLato— 


He, too, has overstrained his powers inside, 
And to the stomach’s wants so weakly pandered 
That, while elsewhere the nations filch his pride, 


None comes, in cost of living, near his standard ! 


And still we raise new gastronomic shrines, 
Making a rude embarrassment of Ritzes, 

‘Till the dull beast, outworn with meats and wines, 
Loses at last what poor remaining wit’s his. 


Come then, O March, put on your Martial show, 
Lest we, who have our sinews soft and flabby, 
Forget how Lions look, before they grow 
Sleek as their lower type, the pampered tabby. 


Month of the Winds, let loose their healthy roar ! 
Call up your tonic gales from out their cavern ! 
Sting us to see that life is something more 


Than just a round of restaurant and tavern! O. S. 





An All-Round Man. 


Tue Oxford Correspondent of the Star writes to his paper : 

“ Rugger, too, is well rep vresented by Mr. W. J. Curwey, of 
Magdalen, who plays Lucio.’ 

We must confess that we see nothing very remarkable in 
this. It is the commonest thing in the world to find an 
athlete sitting down to a quiet game of Halma, Lucio, or 
Chess, after some desperate contest upon the field in the 
afternoon. It is not as though any mention were made of 
Mr. Curwen’s excelling at Lucio; he is merely reported as 
playing it. 

By the way, for the honour of the sister University, we feel 
bound to state that there is at least one football blue at 
Cambridge who puts up a good game of Unlimited Lucio. 


A BUMP ON THE ALABASTER. 

Ir is impossible not to sympathise with Captain Marsnaty’s 
desire to taken seriously, for this is a passion with every 
professional humorist. At the Comedy Theatre, in the 
character of his Prime Minister, he has had the courage to 
maintain a high earnestness, unrelieved by cynicism ; to be 
always au grand, never au petit, séricur. But there is this 
fatal flaw in his scheme, that it depends for its initiation on 
a farcical episode. The bump which the Premier sustains 
on the back of his head, when he slips on his very expensive 
Alabaster Staircase, is a device of pantomime. It reconstructs 
his brain on an advanced Radical basis, but it might equally 
well have rendered him an object for the consideration of 
the Commissioners in Lunacy; which is, indeed, his own 
physician's view of the actual result. No personality but that 
of Mr. Hare, and perhaps of one other living actor, could hope 
in these trying conditions to impose itself upon the outraged 
| intelligence of the audience. 
| This intelligence received a further shock in the Cabinet 
iscene. In the absence of all dramatic effects—since we 

knew quite well what was going to happen,—great pains 
had been taken to reproduce faithfully the details of the 
Council Chamber; but very little would seem to have been 
_expended over the actors themselves. We may form what 
|views we like of the mental calibre of an average Tory 
Ministry ; but that nearly every member of the Cabinet should 
have the obvious air of being a super is uni inable. 

If the play lives it must be on the strength of what was 
designed to be its weaker part, namely, its light comedy. 
Miss Lorrie Venye and Mr. Matrnews were simply admirable. 
Of the many good things assigned to these two, the best was 
the Duchess of Ranelagh’s comment on the Premier's flowered 
language: “I never care for figures of speech, they are so 
unreliable!” 

Miss Sveum Carwiste, always natural and unaffected, has 
seldom been better suited than in this character of a high- 
spirited girl whose affections are not too deeply engaged. 
over called upon to show an intensity of feeling to which 
‘she does not pretend, she played her light part with charm- 
ing tact and discretion. She even succeeded—no easy 
thing—in making the audience embarrassed by her assumed 
nervousness when this quality was required by the situation. 

Miss GRANVILLE A set the réle of the Prime Minister’s wife 
| with her accustomed ease and distinction of manner; and Mr. 
| Leste Faser, as Pickford, M.P., acted with becoming fervour. 
| But it would have been a happier chance for him, and for 
| the play too, if some of the author's seriousness could have 
‘been spared for the development of character through the 
emotions ; if, in fact, the Radical Member had been allowed 
to win over this girl from her Tory environment, instead of 
finding her sympathetic to his views from the outset. 

But it is parlous work dictating to a chartered humorist what 
form his solemnities should take. Free-SeaTer. 

P.S.—A correspondent sends me the following reflections 
evoked by The Alabaster Staircase :— 


NEMO REPENTE FUIT.... 


m,. there is any foundation of truth in the theory advanced 
by Captain MarsnaLt that a bump on the head is sufficient to 
produce a sudden and complete change of views in the 
a we may expect shortly to read the following items of 
igence :— 








“The Right Hon. J-ax B-rys, whilst steering a Thames 
steamboat, was so startled at seeing three people come on 
board at once, that he incautiously let go of the spokes, and 
was struck rather smartly on the side of the head. The next 
day the hon. gentleman was seen wearing an orchid and an 
eyeglass. He is understood to be preparing a Bill for the 
imposition of a 20s. duty on corn, and another for the 
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AN AWKWARD “APPROACH.” 


C-rp-11-B-xw-ru-w (caddie, to Joux Buus). “YOU OUGHT TO CARRY IT IN ONE, SIR.” 
M-tn-R (ex-professional to the South African Golf Club). “IF YOU TAKE MY ADVICE, SIR, YOU 
WON’T TRY IT. YOU MIGHT GET INTO TROUBLE. BETTER PLAY SHORT.” 
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TECHNICAL 


TELL ME WHERE YOU WOULD EXPECT TO FIND Corns?” 
Mounted Infantry Recruit (suspecting a catch), “In THE Manoer, 





EDUCATION IN THE ARMY. 


Officer (examining a Mounted Infantry Class). “‘ Wei, I THINK YOU UNDERSTAND ABOUT THE HOOP AND WHAT THE FROG 18, 








Now, Just 


Sir.” 








transference of all Money Bills to the Lords for their sole 
consideration.” 

“The Archbishop of C-yr-re-ry, while reaching after a 
dusty tome on a high shelf in his library, was struck on the 
head by the fall of a very heavy volume of Patristic Theology. 
The eminent prelate was seen next day walking down Regent 
Street arm-in-arm with Dr. Ciirrorp and Mr. Brrret.” 

“Mr. B-tr-r, during his City campaign, was hit by a 
missile (improperly discharged without the customary warn- 
ing of ‘Fore!’) upon the cranium. He is now understood to 
have two philosephical treatises in the Press, one On the 
improper use of the ‘‘ Driver” in Chinese Slavery ; the other 
in favour of Home Rule, entitled Putting on the Green, 

“Colonel S-xp-rs-y, slipping upon a piece of orange peel 
was subsequently detected in possession of a moonlighter’ 
mask and a blunderbuss.” 

“ W-1H-Lm II. had the misfortune to have a heavy portfolio, 
full of Press cuttings on the Morocco Conference, fall full 
upon his bump of self-esteem. Since this unlucky mishap he 
has delivered seventeen speeches from which the first personal 
pronoun is conspicuously absent.” 


English as She is Wrote. 
“Crem. Hitt, the famous South Australian cricketer, who it 
was announced some weeks ago had retired from the cricket 
field, is incorrect.” —The Sun. 








A Papal Bull. 

“We gather from this declaration by the Roman Catholic 
Metropolitan that the heads of that Church have put their 
feet down as regards their own schools and their treatment. 
We hope the heads of the Church of England will not be 
less decisive and resolute.” — Newcastle Daily Journal. 





From the Blue-Coat School. 
History Clasa. 
Sussect—George II, and the Pelham Ministry. 
Master. Who said and when: “ Now I shall have no more 
peace ?” 
Small Boy (after a long interval of thought). Please Sir! 


, | Geonce THE J'nirp on his death-bed. 
| 


From the “ Daily Express” : “ Large quantities of ammuni- 
tion have become obsolete for naval pu , and have either 
been disposed of or handed to the War i fice. Storage accom- 
modation has thus become available for modern explosives.” 

The italics are ours, but the brutality of it is the Admiralty’s. 





From Advt. of Art Exhibition: 
WATER COLOUR DRAWINGS 
One Steeplechase, after Henna, 


Surely this is our old friend, the Drag. 
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“Art of Plain Speaking” at Eton has 
led to a natural desire on the part of 
other distinguished old Etonians to 
place their services at the disposal of the 
Headmaster to supplement the instruc- 
tion imparted by the regular staff. On 
Saturday evening last no fewer than 
| four addressed the school, the first being 
Dr. Hacer, the famous hygienic voice 
producer, who was introduced by Canon 
LYTTELTON in a brief speech of welcome 
as the noblest vegetarian vocalist of his 
wequaintance. 

Dr. Harcer then mounted the rostrum, 
the subject of his address being “ Breath 
ing with Brains.” Dr. Haecer began by 
pointing out that the articulate enuncia- 
tion so beautifully advocated by Mr. 
Arravr Bourciter presupposed, as an 
indispensable antecedent, a complete 
mastery of the artofrespiration. Breath- 
ing might be roughly defined as the 
inflation and deflation of the lungs, but 
here as in other matters everything 


depended upon the method. For 
instance, some authorities advocated 
clavicular and others diaphragmatic 


breathing, and each of these schools was | 


divided into subsidiary ramifications. 
Two things, /owever, were certain: that 
breathing of some sort was absolutely 
indispensable, and that the man who 
breathed with brains would make his 
voice carry further, and therefore secure 
a better hearing, than the man who did 
not. (Loud The ideal of 
efliciency was to combine the character- 
istics of Mentor and Stentor. ‘To achieve 
this end all compression of the larynx, 
pharynx, and thorax must sedulously be 
avoided. Linen collars must be absolutely 
discarded , for all collar-work 
was distasteful, and ties must be taboo 
slight interruption). All clothing, 
whether upper or under, should be 
porous and elastic, so as to give the 
freest pe wssible scope for the utterance of 
bright, resonant, and persuasive sounds 


applause. } 


sensatton 


In a word, let their motto be “Great 
ery and all wool.” (“Hear! Hear!” 
from the Headmaster.) This was no 


new theory, but a reversion to the wise 
policy enshrined in the epitaph on the 
Roman matron—domi mansit lanam fecit 
(Cries of “Construe!"). Sir A. Woots- 
Sawpson was one of the strong men in 
South Africa, and his name ought to 
inspire them to follow in his footsteps. 
But in order to breathe intelligently 
and utter noble sounds it was 
enough to adopt a rational and ethical 
dress 
pensable to add richness of timbre and 
emotional intensity. 


was the best cure for a woolly voice, 


| went 


not 


A hygienic diet was also indis-| 


Paradoxical as it| edified by what he said. 
might sound, just as woollen clothing | introduce Mr. Huytiey. 


, called 


so nuts were the best remedy for a| discourse, but before doing so thanked 
THE AWAKENING OF ETON. husky delivery. Before he became a|the Headmaster for his encomiastic 

Twe extraordinary success achieved by | vegetatian he could not sing for nuts, 
Mr. Arravr Bourcuter’s lecture on the| now he could not speak without them. 


(Cheers, and cries of * Time !"’) 


The Headmaster, interposing, said that | 


he was sure he was only expressing the 
unanimous feeling of the school in 
thanking Dr. Harcer for his beautiful 
and illuminating address. He now 
on the Duke of Devonsmre to 
address them on “Sleep as a factor in 
Public School Life.” 

The Duke of Devoxsmere began by 
observing that it was not safe to 
generalise or lay down a hard and fast 
rule in this matter any more than in 
fiscal policy. There was an old proverb 
which said, “ Six hours for a man, seven 
for a woman, and eight for a fool.” 
He dissented from this view, on the 
ground that Napoteon for a great part 
of his life was content with only five 
hours’ sleep, and yet the battle of 
Waterloo was won on the playing fields 
of Eton: Some animals, such as weasels, 
seemed to be able to dispense with 
sleep altogether, but their example was 
not to be imitated, and it was hardly 
necessary to remind Etonians of the 
moral contained in the song, Pop goes 
the Weasel. (Loud laughter.) Sleep, he 
on, was a favourite theme with 
the poets. He himself had a nodding 
acquaintance with Hower, and he would 
never forget the painful impression 
created on him by the perusal of the 
line in Macbeth, “ Methought I heard a 
voice cry ‘Sleep no more.’” A great 
deal had been said of the insufficient 
amount of sleep enjoyed by schoolboys, 
and he was glad to be able to announce 
that the Headmaster had kindly con- 
sented to his request to give the whole 
school an extra hour in bed the next 
day to commemorate his visit. (Loud 
and prolonged cheering.) 

Canon Lyrretroy, after thanking the 
Duke for his beautiful and suggestive 
discourse, then begged leave to introduce 
Mr. G. P. Huntiey, who was not only an 
old Etonian but an old Ippletonian. 
(freat applause and singing of “* For he’s 
a jolly good fellow.”) Mr. {t NTLEY, when 
at Eton, was distinguished by his modest 


_ Harrow. 


bearing, his unfailing industry, his affec- | 


tion for the masters, and his proficiency 
in the playing fields. While still at 
school he was the winner of the double 
firsts at Henley, and in the Eton and 


remarks, which were only too flattering. 
(No, no.) Yes, they were. (No, no.) 
“ortifying himself with an apple, Mr. 
Huytiey then began. The pursuit and 
slaughter of the wily rabbit, he said, 
would be much more difficult than it 
is, were it not that the Chinese had 
invented gunpowder, and that Providence 
had endowed that active but toothsome 
quadruped with a white scut. Much 
more did he say to the same admirable 
effect, but as he munched an apple all 
the time none of his words reached 
his audience. He sat down, however, 
amidst the vociferous acclamations 
which have come to be second nature 
to him. 

Mr. Gerorce Graves, another old 
Etonian, and in his time champion wet 
bob at the wall game and the bosom 
friend of the Provost, then rose to dis- 
course upon “ Unnatural History,” with 
special reference to an animal of his own 
breeding and training which shall be 
nameless. His rising was the signal for 
a prolonged sensation, which lasted for 
fully ten minutes, during which the 
popular but unfortunate gentleman lost 
the left half of his moustache and a 
small and immaterial portion of one ear. 

Before he could begin his remarks the 
Headmaster begged for order that he 
might say a few words to introduce the 
speaker, as it seemed that the audience 
had mistaken him for a football referee. 
Mr. Graves, he said, was perhaps the 
most learned man since the great French 
naturalist, Burrooy. He knew the animal 
kingdom from the word Io. (Cheers.) 
There were no fauna that were floorers 
to him. (Renewed riot.) 

Mr. Graves, propped up in an arm- 
chair, then addressed the meeting. It 
was, he said, the proudest moment of 
his life to appear at Eton, where he 
understood the boys enjoyed not only 
sufficient sleep but the continuous 
presence of a Daily Mail reporter. For 
his own part, taking into consideration 
the warmth of his welcome and every- 
thing that had happened, he preferred 
[Horrible scene. 








“Aut over the City,” says The Daily 
Chronicle on Ash Wednesday, “ between 
one and three thousand pancakes were 
eaten by City men whose digestions 


Harrow match he scored the finest dry| were good enough to wait upon their 


blob of the day. 
Mr. Hvytiey, with his wonted good 
nature, had come all the way from Ipple- 


(Intense enthusiasm.) | appetites.” 


| 
| 


The picture of hundreds 
of obliging digestions running about 
the room with napkins over their arms 


ton at great expense to address them on|and saying, “Yes, Sir, coming in a 
“ Rabbit Shooting,” and he (the speaker) | minute, Sir,” is a pleasant one; though 
was confident that they would be greatly | scarcely more credible than the high 


(Cheers.) 


He begged to | average of consumptive energy (amount- 


ing to several h.-p.) which the statistician 


Mr: Huwytiey then entered upon his! attributes to the City man. 
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THE EXHUMORISTS. 


Tue “Smart Set” (says a contem- 
porary) has got hold of another neat | 
expression. ‘ You must pull your socks 
up” is the latest form of saying “ Never 
mind,” or “Pull yourself together.” 
The other day at a Bridge dinner, it 
was amusing (to our contemporary) and 
a sign of the times to hear a certain 
youthful eldest son recommend a Dow- 
ager Countess of seventy to “ pull her 
socks up.” 

The phrase is, perhaps, not much 
more than twenty years old, and so 
affords fresh evidence of the up-to-date- 
ness of the Smart Set. Other instances 
follow. 

As Colonel Newcoome was leaving a 
Smart Set function early the other even- 
ing, Viscount A. ran up the steps. He 
looked at the Colonel intently, and then | 
inquired, “ Who's your hatter?” The} 
Colonel very courteously gave the in- 
formation. His questioner, instead of | 
making a memorandum of it, burst out 
laughing, and clapping the Colonel on | 
the shoulder explained that far from | 
him was any desire to purchase a similar 
hat. Toask a man “ Who’s your hatter?” 
was, he explained, the very latest Smart 
Set way of hinting derision of the hat. 
The Colonel, when he had thoroughly 
grasped the idea, professed himself 
highly diverted. 

A certain Indian Judge was shivering 
down Pall Mall the other day when an 
acquaintance crossed over from the other 
side of the road and, drawing the Judge 
aside by means of his buttonhole, in- 
quired, “Is this cold enough for you?” 
The Judge replied that he found it much | 
too cold to stand still talking to idiots. 
When his acquaintance had explained 
that to ask shivering people whether it 
was cold enough for them was one of the 
latest jocularities of the Smart Set, the 
Judge walked on in a pleasant glow of 
warmth. 

The other day the Duke of B was 
motoring, when he heard another car 
pursuing him furiously, its driver shout- 
ing something. The words were lost in 
the smell of petrol, and the Duke slowed 
down, thinking he might have run over 
someone without noticing it. When the 
other car came up he recognised the 
voice of a well-known member of the 
Smart Set, who was shouting, “Hi, 
Guv’nor, your wheel’s going round!” 
Considerably alarmed, the Duke looked 
over the side of the car, and perceived 
that this was actually so. He was about 
to leap out when it occurred to him that 
after all it was only natural that the 
wheel should go round. He thanked 
his informant courteously, but could not 
refrain from expressing his surprise at 
the trouble the latter had taken to draw 





his attention to an obvious fact. It was 
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“ Shades of the prison-house begin to close upon the growing Boy.” —Wonxvswortn. 


Lady. “Sow ME SOME BOOKS SUITABLE FOR THIS CHILD, PLEASE. NO FICTION; BUT ABSOLUTE 
TRUTH, AND WITHOUT ABSURDLY FANCIFUL PICTURES.” 


Bookseller (after thought), “Wet, Mapam, 
Elements” )—“ MIGHT MEET YOUR REQUIREMENTS.” 


I sHovip Tumnx TaIs”—(showing *' Euclid’s 





= 





then explained to him that to call out 
“Hi, Guv'nor, your wheel ’s going round” 
was the latest piece of smart humour. 
He then laughed heartily, and catching 
sight of a cyclist in the distance set off 
in pursuit. As the cyclist subsequently 
got off his machine and hurled a large 
stone after the car, the Duke concluded 
that he (the cyclist) did not belong to 
the Smart Set. 

Strangely enough, as the Duke was 
driving through the East End only two 
days later, more than one street Arab 
called out to him, “Hi, Mister, yer 
wheel's a-going round!” ‘This is inter- 
esting, as showing how quickly a new 
witticism will run through all classes of 
Society, like measles through an infant | 


school. It goes without saying that, as 
soon as any such phrase penetrates to the 
lower orders, it is at once discarded by 
the Smart Set. 








CITY OF LONDON ELECTION 
Rese. 
MARRIAGE OF KAISER’S SECOND SON, 
Daily Mail Poster, Feb. 28. 
We wonder what the result would 
have been if Mr. Bow.es had got in. 
The City of London cannot be too care- 
ful; the Kaiser evidently has his eye 
on it, and is prepared to reply effectively 


land at once to any move it may make. 


In this case his motive is rather obscure, 
but we feel sure it means something. 
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ON A GORGONZOLA CHEESE. 


O Tuou whose presence, drawing nigh, 
So affably infects the breeze, 
That bring’st a kindling to the eye 
Of him that likes his victual high, 
To Thee I sing—I know not why— 
O Gorgonzola Cheese ! 


In truth, these odours, frankly blown, 
Retire the thoughts to that sters 
clime 
Not here, but ‘neath th’ estival zone 
Where rules the Crab :—’tis there alone 
That thy full poignancy is shown 
In all ite charnel prime. 


For there such powers to Thee belon 
That Thou fast gained a deathless 
fame ; 
From blistered Ind to damp Hong Kong 
Men rank Thee (and they're not far 
wrong) 
Peer to the Elephant, so strong 
Thou art, and yet so tame. 


One I have known did so expand 
That, long before he came in reach, 


A pained mechanical command 
“Avaunt!” nor knew they waved the 
hand, 


Nor tarried in their speech. 


Take him for all in all, I hope 

[ may not meet his like again ; 
Yet was he balm, and scented soap, 
And ambergris, and heliotrope, 


We sold them—they would not be sold ; 
They loved each other; they were old ; 
The welcome they received was cold ; 

So they came back next day. 


Few were the homes that knew them not. 
We cast them out at every call ; 
But, when they reached the fatal spot, 
Back—like a pigeon to his cot— 
Back to their comrade, home they shot. 
We had no luck at all! 


At last a fiery Colonel swore 
(And all men shivered at the sound) 


"Twas done. Precisely as before, 
Dawn found them beating at the door ! 


Py 9 ¢ ® © 
The Colonel had them drowned. 
Dum-Dum. 





CHARIVARIA. 
Ove of Mr. Batrour’s most cherished 





The guests, in ordered sequence, fanned 


ambitions has been attained. He is 


|now a Member of Parliament. 


“The only thing M._.'s resent,” says 
Mr. Henry Norman in The World's 
| Work, “is that if they die in harness 
|no word of regret is officially spoken in 
the House.” We think that in certain 
cases the necessary encouragement should 
| be offered. 


| It is now officially stated that modern 


To try and palm them off—once more :— | 


never shall be slaves; whereas the 
Chinese insist on returning to “slavery ” 
as soon as ever they are set free. 

Referring back to Venezuela, we learn 
from a confidential source that the 
reason for the bold attitude of that 
country is that she has received secret 
promises of support from the Princi- 
pality of Monaco, which is justly cha- 
grined at not being asked to send a repre- 
| sentative to the Algeciras Conference. 








Because Mr. Wituiam K. Vaxpersitt’s 
/motor-car knocked down a little girl 
near Pisa, that gentleman was subjected 
to a Battle of Vegetables. This should 
put the Riviera on its mettle at Mi- 
Caréme. 


It is announced that the Prince of 
WaALEs is sending the collection of Indian 
wild beasts presented to him by the 
Government of Nepal to the Zoological 
Gardens. This disposes once and for all 
of the rumour that his Royal Highness 
intended to keep the animals at Marl- 
borough House, and to dispense with a 
house-dog. 


The tremendous infantile mortality 
which prevails among cats is now stated 
‘to be due, to a large extent, to their 
inability to swim. ° 


| Mr. Atrrep Austin’s new poem is 





guns are to be supplied to the Volunteers. | announced to be published “early in 

At the same time, we understand, a| April.” The phrase has a suspicious 

letter is to be issued to Foreign Powers | air of euphemism. 

He, through an Indian summer's height, |thanking them for their kindly con-| 
Had been mislaid; when found at last | sideration in not invading our shores 


To one, whose début seemed to ope 
New vistas of a Drain. 








He looked “ an image of delight,” 

For Hermes’ art had sealed him tight ; 

Fragrant and fresh, that very night 
He honoured our repast. 


But lo! a wonder came to pass : 

The ruler turned ; we saw him seize 
The scoop ; he pierced the scented mass ; 
There rose a whistling sound ; alas, 
He was but rind! The rest was gas! 

Oh! Gorgonzola Cheese ! 
° a @ e ey 
Man that has well and deeply dined 

Regards thy flesh with high esteem; 
But little thinks that one may find 
Beneath that unattractive rind 
| A heart to suffer, and a mind 
To ponder and to scheme. 


O hard of heart and beetle-eyed ! 
"Twere, as the Swan observes, “ clean 
kam ”’ 
To bid him look for aught inside ; 
Yet have | known—I speak with pride 
A Cheese that lived, and loved, and died, 
All with a Homing Ham. 


These twain, while years above them 
rolled, 
In the canteen were doomed to stay ; 








| when we were unprepared. 
; 
Small wonder if our Army has not 
| been all that could be desired in recent 
years. It has just been discovered that, 
for some time past, many officers have 
been shaving their upper lips contrary 
to regulation. . 
| Our soldiers, under some new War 
Office rules, are to be taught shorthand 
and someone writes to ask us whether 
this is to enable them to handle the new 
short rifle. A very silly question. 


This is scarcely a time when nations 
like France and Germany, whose very 
existence is threatened, should be 


| to shoulder. President Castro, we are 


told by Reuter, has now declared that 


| he will clear the French out of Venezuela, 
and then begin cn the Americans, British, 
jand Germans, who, the Prestpent avers, 
i” worse than the Chinese. 





This, by the way, is not true as far 
They are 
superior to the Chinese. Britons never 


as the British are concerned. 


| wrangling instead of standing shoulder 


| A charitable gentleman has presented 
'gramophones to 300 asylums and other 
| Institutions, on condition that they are 
| played for half an hour every day. The 
inmates of the asylums are said to 


insist on an hour. 


| A man has been committed for trial 


}on a charge of pocket-picking at Ken- 
sington High Street Station, and it will 
be more difficult now than ever to know 
what to do during the long weary waits 
on the Metropolitan Railway. 


Dr. Emu. Reicu has propounded Ptato’s 
theory of the non-existence of matter 
to a fashionable audience at Claridge’s 
Hotel. Several well-fed ladies who were 
present coyly accused the deceased 
philosopher of being a sad flatterer. 


Annoyed at the inconvenience to 
which they were put by the recent cab 
strike in Berlin, many fares are now 
refusing to give the cabbies their 
customary pourboire. It is on occasions 
such as these that new oaths come into 
existence. 








A large number of “ strangling cages” 
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A PROSPECTIVE SLUMP IN 


“When I’m a MAN I'LL MAKE ALL THE ROOMS IN MY HOUSE ROUND—THEN YOU CAN'T PUT ME IX THE CoRNER.” 


‘ 
aif 


CORNERS. 








are being made in Shanghai native city, 
so we learn from a local paper. Per- 
mission has now been given for such of 
the coolies in South Africa as wish to 
return home to do so. 


Poets all over the world have been 
annoyed by the publication of a para- 
graph reporting that a lady, who recently 
lost her reason at Providence, Rhode 
Island, has developed a remarkable 
facility in ‘writing verse. 








‘* Visiting the Sins of the Father.” 


“ CHISWICK 
with homely people, 18s. per week.” 
“ Evening News.” 


Board residence for a gentleman 
~Advt. in 


Surely this is going too far. A land- 
lady may have a certain right to insist 
that the ledger should be unmarried ; 
but she has no business to make stipu- 
lations as to the looks of his parents. 


Note by the Stage Carpenter. 


_ Iw an account of a concert The Wilt- 
shire Chronicle says of one of the per- 
formers that “she had no difficulty in 
reaching high A at the conclusion of the 
beautiful solo, ‘O for the wings of a 
door!’” A misprint doubtless for “O 
for a door in the wings!” 





KINGSKETTLE YET. 
[“ Mr. Kerr Harpe possesses the one essential 


qualification for the headship of a modern 
party—he is a Scotchman.”—The Outlook.| 


A native of Kingskettle speaks : 


Here 's words o’ wisdom, Jock, an’ oh ! 
They 're gouden words indeed 
1’ll admit it even though 
They hail frae south the Tweed. 
For I’ve that kind o’ open mind 
That's no the gift o’ mony : 
I'll gie in fu’ the deil his due 
Whenever he has ony. 


I’m prood—ay, mair than I can tell 
For noo, my man, I hear 

The gospel I hae preached mysel 
This five and twenty year. 

Ay, gin ye need a chief to lead 
That winna mak’ a botch, man 

I’ve kent it fine frae Auld Lang Syne 
Ye aye maun tak’ a Scotchman. 


Ay, 


An’ noo I doot the word I’ve preached 
Thro’ a’ the lang lang past 

Wi sic an eident tongue, has reached 
To Lunnon toon at last ; 

An’ here's a strae to show which way, 
The wind ’s begun to blaw, man— 
Who’s Who, I’m tellt, 

spelt 
The proper way, Wha’s Wha, man. 


will soon be | 


| Tak’ ony sphere— tak’ Letters, Airt, 
The Kirk, the Cabinet, 
Ye aye will find the leadin’ pairt 
Played hy a Scotaman yet, 
An’ what's the cause? 
laws 
Wha’s made a bonny nation 
Whaur ilka ane is blessed wi’ brain 
As weel as eddication. 


For, Jock, forbye thae gaudy blooms 
| That flaunt in Fame’s demesne, 
There's 
| ‘To blush awa’ unseen : 

Some mute C.-B. his weird maun dree 
| Ne’er guessin’ his resources ; 

|Some Tommy Snaw, unlairnt in law, 

Here hides his legal forces. 


| Tak’ Fife. There'll likely be a tale 
O’ micht-he leaders born 

Uk year in Dairsie, Cupar, Crail, 

| Pitsecottie or Kinghorn ; 

| An’ weel we ken there's twa guid men 

| 0?’ intellec’ an’ mettle 

| We could withoot a shade o’ doot 

| Discover in Kingskettle. 





Making a Job of it. 


| “ THe firemen continued their exertions 
until after two o'clock, by which hour 
all the damage that could be done was 
at an end.”—Newcastle Daily Chronicle. 





Jist Natur's 


mony a flo’er that Fortune dooms 
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THERE 'S 


NOT MUCH SOCIETY ABOUT HERE?” 
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MAN AND BANNERMAN. 


Rein 7 the firat portion ind quite eno igh too of 
a report of a lecture on the Prime Viniater 
ently delivered by Mr. George Berna d 


Tue Chair was taken by Mr. H. G 
Weits and Mr. A. B. Watktey, each 
ccupying half of it. Mr. Wetts first 
introduced Mr. Suaw to the audience as 
the most advanced thinker of the time 
bar one), and Mr. Watkuey followed by 
calling him the wittiest of dramatists. 
During these remarks, Mr. Saaw’s beard 
was observed to be wearing its permanent 
blush. 

The speaker then began his address : 


Lapis AND GenttemeN (he said): I 
flatter you by coming here this evening 
laughter) to tell you the truth (laughter), 
and not only the truth but the truth 
tbout a very difficult subject (laughter) 

about your Prime Misister. (Roars of 
laughter.) You won't, of course, under- 
stand what I say (laughter), being totally 
unused to the truth (laughter), and 
having not the faintest idea what it is 
when you hear it. (Great laughter.) But 


if there is one man who can tell it, it is! 


I. (Laughter.) My friend Wetts thinks 
he can (laughter); but he can’t. (Shouts 
of laughter, in which Mr. Wetts joined.) 
My friend WALKLEY, wittiest and wisest 
of dramatic critics, with one exception 
great laughter), since that over-rated 
wind-bag ArisToTLe (roars of laughter), 
thinks he can tell the truth (laughter) ; 
but he can't. (Renewed laughter, in 
which Mr. WALKLEY joined.) 

At the beginning of this year, on 
January 1, I so far forgot myself as to 
behave like an ordinary human being. 
Laughter.) For a moment I became 
like that lowest of reptiles, a ratepayer 
(laughter), or a banker (laughter), or a 
school-girl. (Laughter.) Imade a resolu- 
tion. (reat laughter.) I did not say “I will 
be good” (laughter), nothing so foolish 
laughter), so impossible (great laughter) 
as that. I did not say “I will not 
swindle any one in 1906” (laughter), 
because I knew I should. (Roars of 
laughter.) I could not help it. (Laughter.) 
No one can. (Renewed laughter.) I did 
not say, “I will be modest” (great 
laughter), because I had no intention 


I did! (Laughter. 


not say, “I will look upon self-praise as 
no recommendation ” (laughter), because 
[ knew I could not keep to it. (Great 
laughter.) 

But what I did say was this. I said, 
“I will so arrange it that my ceaseless 
activity in all directions will make it 
necessary for my name to get into the 
leading papers every day in the coming 
year” (roars of laughter), and up to the 
present it has. (Increased laughter.) I 
have not missed a day. (Laughter.) 
Neither, you will say, has Sir Henry 
Camppe.t-Banwerman. (Laughter.) True. 
(Laughter.) But can he keep it up? 
(Laughter.) Can he? (Laughter.) What 
about the recess? (Laughter.) He will 
have to drop outthen. (Laughter.) But 
not me. (Laughter.) There will be no 
recess for me. I am not a Member 
of Parliament. (Laughter.) God forbid ! 
(Roars of laughter.) Least of all Prime 
Minister. (Renewed laughter.) I need no 
holidays. When I need a change I do 
something else. (Laughter.) And that is 
why I shall keep my resolution, and that 
is why the Prime Mnvuster, had he 
made a similar one, could not keep it. 
[Left talking. 





of being so. (Renewed laughter.) 
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THEIR HOUSE IN ORDER. 


First Peer. “ ANOTHER NOTICE OF US IN THE PAPERS!” 
Seconp Peer. “HA! WHAT DO THEY SAY?” 
First Peer (reading headlines). “SPIRITED DEBATE IN THE LORDS.” “DULL NIGHT IN THE COMMONS.” 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
Extractep From THE Diary or Tory, MP. 
House of Lords, Monday night, Feb. 26. 

—When for my sins I sit through a two 
or three hours’ debate in the Lords, I 





THe CassanpRa OF THE CaPE, 
—not much “Good Hope” about it! 
(Lord M-In-r.) 


think of the poet Dyer, of whom Caries 
Laws tells delightful stories. On a time 
Dyer was a patient at an earth-bath 
establishment. The proprietor had holes 
dug in the garden, tucked his patients 
comfortably up, and there left them for 
an ordered period. When all were 
interred Dyer brought forth the manu- 








“Ministertat Poticy w Sovra Arrica.” ; 
(Earl of Elg-n.) 





script of his latest poem, and read it 
aloud to his hapless neighbours. 

So to-night Lord Harris delivered an 
|inchoate speech an hour long to an 
exceptionally crowded House gathered 
to hear Mityer’s maiden speech. In the 
Commons, so assailed, Members would, 
after first quarter of an hour or so, stroll 
forth. The higher humanity that peoples 
House of Lords scorns such weakness. 
Are there in discharge of public duty ; 
| will fulfil it at any personal cost. 
| Situation —— by circumstances 
/creating it. It was Muer’s show. He 
|had given formal notice of intention to 
raise the whole question of Ministerial 
| policy in South Africa. Personal and 





| the steps of the Throne. Lord Haxasury, 


entering late, walked on tiptoe to the 
Front Opposition Bench, as if afraid of 
disturbing someone in a pulpit. On his 
way he, with averted gaze, passed the 
Woolsack, on which was seated in lonely 
dignity one whom it was five years ago 
the fashion in good society to regard as 
an arch Pro-Boer. And now ALrrep 
Mi.yer, home from his proconsulship in 
South Africa, was about to defend his 
repressive policy, attack that of the new 
Government, under the august presi- 
dency of “ Bos” Rew. 

The whirligig of Time brings its 
revenges. Surely there has not often 
been one so dramatic as this. 





“UNDER THE AUGUST PRESIDENCY or ‘Bon’ Rep.” 
(The Lord Chancellor.) 


political interest combined to give House 
animated appearance. Whilst the red 
benches were filled, the side galleries were 
crowded with Peeresses and their kin. 
Prevalence of mourning gave something 
of sombreness to scene. In brightest 
times House of Lords is oppressed with 
sense of funereal decorum. As the 
assembly gathered this afternoon there 
was a buzz of conversation. But it was 
carried on in undertone. 
women) spoke as if somewhere in the 
stately chamber there lay a Body await- 
ing burial. 

The influence extended to the Members 
of the other House penned in boxes 
above the Bar. A reverent silence fell 
upon the throng of Privy Councillors on 


Men (even | 





The new Peer, making his maiden 
speech, painfully hesitated at opening of 
its delivery. “For greater accuracy,” 
as the Speaker says when about to read 
the King’s speech at the opening of 
Parliament, he had “ obtained a copy” 
of his remarks neatly typewritten, Over 
the manuscript he assiduously bent, 
with natural consequence that his voice 
did not fill a chamber which under 
more favourable conditions is the 
sepulchre of speech. As he warmed to 


|his work, grew more familiar with the 


surroundings, he improved. He tried 
no grace of oratory, no flight of rhetoric. 
Had a plain statement to make, and 
delivered it in tone and manner appro- 
priate to reading from a Blue Book. 
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HAMLrT aND THe Guosr. 
(With acknowledyments to Mr. Asquith.) 


Le Revenant 
unanel'd 
No reckoning made, 


Unhousel'd, disappointed, 


| but sent to my account 

| With all my imperfections on my head : 

O, Horrid-ge! 0, Horrid-ge! Most Horrid-ge ! 
, Hamlet, remember me. 


Then Lord Harnis leisurely strolled on 
to the bowling-end of the wicket. His 
appearance was imperfectly accounted for 
by notice on the paper inquiring whether 
| Prime Mrvister was correctly reported as 
| having alluded to “ the taint of slavery ” 
in connection with Chinese Labour. In 
the Commons the question, being printed, 
| would in due course have been put, 
answered, and there an endon’t. Harais, 
fortified by voluminous notes, talked for 

an hour by Westminster clock. 
| To be precise, proceeding savoured 
more of thinking aloud than ordered 
| speech. It possessed corresponding 
quality of disconnectedness. There 
| were pauses during which perturbed 
| Peers furtively looked up to see if their 
noble friend had dropped asleep. No; 
he was only looking for a stray sheet of 
his notes. When found, he proceeded 
in the same provokingly leisurely fashion 
till fresh dificulty with the notes brought 
another spell of dead silence. Only 
once he woke up in approach to energy 
as he described the innocent shareholder 
in a Rand mine, his dividends threat-| 


ened by policy of, the new Government. | Table of the House ? 


| Joux Borys, Brother Geraw’s suc- 
cessor at the Local Government Board, 
‘assumed air of embarrassed mystery. 
|The Committee had concluded its labours, 
| but he had not seen a Report; did not 
‘even know the scope and the direction 
of inquiry. True a confidential docu- 
iment had reached him, but without 
special permission he was not in a posi- 
tion to communicate its purport. 

Here was a nice mess of mystery! The 
Radicals pricked up their ears; they 
smelt a rat; some of the keener-sighted 
saw it moving in the air. ALPHEUS 
Cieornas, back with us after long pained 
parting, naturally came to front. If 
there was no Report, where was the 
money ? The £1200asked for by the vote? 
“We are,” said A.pHevs CLEOPHAs, 
entitled to know how every penny of 
the public money is spent.” 

From Labour Members, learning how 
to be happy though married on 50s. a 
week, there came deep-noted cheer. 

Joux Burys couldn’t say where the 
money was, who had got it, or who was 
expecting it. Subject apparently ignored 
in confidential document. Water Lone, 
appealed to as representative of late 
Government, equally ignorant. All he 
knew was that Officials at Local Govern- 
ment Board were honourable men. 

This, though indisputable, did not 
throw any light on the mystery of the 
£1200. 

At this moment, Committee seething 
with excitement, enter Sir Henry Kimper. 
|Members on both sides sniffed at him 
suspiciously. He was the man chiefly 
In this distracted globe. instrumental in bringing question of 

[Act I. Scene V. ene seneets part | Redistribution before the last Parlia- 

of He platform. |ment. Had been baroneted in recognition 
When it | of his services. Had he further-——? 
Members of acute sensibility could 


“ 


Hamlet. Remember thee ! 
Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a 
Seat 


That a mere flash in the pan. 

flickered out, he trundled on as before. 
“Harris seems to think it is a Board | almost hear the £1200 jingling in his 

mecting he is addressing,” I whispered 

to the Memper ror Sark. 


“ So it is,” said he, looking round the | 
galleries at the rows of fair women 
pluckily attempting to suppress a yawn. | 
“Very much so.” 

What an oddly inconsequential reply ! | 

Business done.—In Commons, Address | 
agreed to. | 

House of Commons, Tuesday night. 
Out of the dulness of Committee =| 
Supply suddenly evolved a profound | 
mystery. Advancing with timid step, | 
it speedily bounded along like a motor- 
car crossing the Hog’s Back when | 
no policemen are in sight. It was 
Datzie. who began it with inquiry for 
particulars relating to a vote of £1200 
for expenses of the Departmental Com- 
mittee appointed by Brother Geran at | 
the close of last Session to make prelimi- | | 
nary inquiries into bearings of Redis- | 
tribution Question. Where was the 
|Report? When would it be laid on the 


BLENHEIM CoNsULTS BirMINGHAM. 


A pretty incident on the steps of the Throne. 
(The Duke of M-rlb-r-gh and Mr. Ch-mnb-rl-n.) 
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Miss Wun Lung Wing, 
President of the Ladies’ 
Chopstick HockeyClub. 


“A new phase of China’s awakening was shown a few weeks ago in the first great athletic meeting in that country.”—Daily Mail.] 


Double U Gee, the 
Cricket Champion. 


O Kiki, the famous 
Halfee Backee. 





San Dow, much See Mee Run, with sone 
strongee man, of his prizes. 








trousers po ket as, all unconscious of the 
nature of the storm, he unconcernedly 
walked up the floor. 

CLancy rushed in where others feared 
to tread “ Does the hon. Member for 
Wanpswortn,” he sternly asked, “ know 
of the disposition of this 
Has it in bulk -or in part 
is private purse?” 
tremblingly answered in the 
He knew nothing either 
money or the Report of the 

All he knew was that Re 
distribution was a very desirable thing 
| Were hon. Members aware that, whilst 


the Be rough he had the honour to re 


present 

“Order! Order!” cried the Speaker 
sternly. Kiwper sat down without 
having the opportunity of offering a few 
observations interesting to new Members 
on the inequality of Parliamentary re- 
presentation. 

In the end it was decided to postpone 
the vote so as to give Prince Arrunvr, 
coming to his own again, opportunity of 
throwing light on the mystery. 
done. —- In Committee 


anything 
fly ? 5 
reached h 

KIMBER 
negative 


ibout the 
Committee. 


Business of 
Supply. 

Friday.“I beg to move that Mr. 
CatpweLt do take the chair as Deputy 
Chairman of Ways and Means.” 

It was Henry Fow.er who spoke. By 
fortuitous circumstance, Mr. CALDWELL 
happened to be at hand. With agility 
pleasing in one of his long Parliamentary 
experience he hopped into the chair at 
the Table. If any meant to dispute with 
him the pride of place, they would find 
it appropriated. 

But there was no competition. An 
hilarious cheer, long sustained, came 
from both sides, as the new Deputy 





Cnamman stood erect. Even Irish 
Members, who regard a Chairman of 
Committees something akin to a 
member of the Irish Royal Constabulary, 
cheered the statesman whom we really 
must not any longer allude to by the pet 
name “ Jimmy.” 

For a dozen years he has been a 
Parliamentary institution, just like the 
Mace, perhaps even more like the brass- 
hound box on the Table. Being after 
all only human he has his frailties. One 
is tendency to deliver in level voice 
speeches of prodigious length. Whilst 
suffering these (though not gladly) House 
has rece ygnised his honest intention and 
sterling qualities. It has chaffed him, 
mt it likes and esteems him. His 
appointment to the Chair is counted 
among the best the keen discernment, 
the unconventional tendencies, of C.-B. 
have brought about. 

“Thank you, Tony, dear boy, for your 
good wishes,” the Deputy CHARMAN said, 
as I shook his hand. “Only, when you 
see me in the Chair through a long 
afternoon, think kindly of my suffering, | 
having to sit and hear speeches I could | 
myself have made much better, with more | 
pointed application of the ‘Seventhly.’” 

Jusiness done.—Debated proposal to 
include bread and cheese in the curri- 
culum of free elementary schools. 


as 








ESPRIT DE CAR. 
Motor Bus Service Notes. 


{“ His uniform gives the motor bus conductor 
an almost military smartness and esprit de 
corps.” —Weekly paper.] 

Lievt.-Coxpucror Tompxixs has been 
court-martialed and dismissed the Motor! 


Bus Service for conduct unbecoming to 
a conductor and a gentleman. 

The Vanguards, Ist Batt. Union Jacks, 
2nd Batt. Arrows and the Kingsways 
will be brigaded for service between the 
Old Kent Road and Hampstead Heath 
on Easter Monday. 

An excellent day’s hunting was en- 
joyed with the Rearguards’ regimental 
pack on Tuesday. The meet was at 
Oxford Cireus, where an old lady was 
immediately started and followed by the 
field at a sneezing pace down to 
Holborn. Here she doubled, and got 
away down Farringdon Street, where 
she weakened, but eventually ran to 
earth at Blackfriars Station. 

Mr. Wit Crooxs, M.P., has been 
appointed honorary Colonel-in-Chief of 
the new County Council (Cornwall's 
Own) Asphyxiators. 

Driver-General Bites, who retires to- 
day, entered the service as lamp-cleaner 
in 1846, was promoted for meritorious 
work against the pirate buses in 1865, 
and was subsequently mentioned in 
despatches in connection with the cheap 
expeditions to Wembley Park. He was 
transferred from the R.H.B.’s (Royal 


‘Horse Buses) to the Motor Service 


Corps in 1905, and served through the 
Twopenny Tube war of 1905-6. 

We understand that Mr. Hatpane is 
in favour of the abolition of the Motor 
Omnibus Army Corps introduced by 
Mr. Broprick, while retaining the terri- 
torial system under which buses are 
known as Kilburns, Cricklewoods, &c. 
The horse busery will be superseded 
as inefficient (except for commissariat 
purposes), but a number of the vehicles 
will be converted and modernised for 
use in the other arm. 
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|“ How lucky,” said Pupperoor. “T| “Ran over by an omnibus,” said 
THE STORY OF PUDDEFOOT. hall be able to help you choose it. I) Hrremuvo. 


Pupperoot met Hircmume at the Picca-| should think a pale green, with——-” | “Tut, tut!” 
dilly end of the —— Arcade,| “No, I must have a black one,” said| “In Bond Street,” added Hitcauiyo. 
and they walked up Bond Street | Hiromvc. | A Victoria omnibus passed as he 
together. Pvvperoor’s first words were,| “Black?” said Pupperoor. “Not spoke, and with a slight jerk he had 
“Hallo, Hiremumsc, where are you off | mourning, I hope, Hiremiine ?” | Pupperoort off the curb. 
to?” As a matter of fact, Hrrcmumc| “ Yes,” said Hircuiosc. Now Hrremuie was, as will have been 


was trying to get to his Club in St.| ‘‘My poor dear old fellow,” said Pup-| gathered, a man of foresight; but in 
James’s Street, but as Pupperoor had | peroor, “ my very dear old fellow, I need this case he had greatly under-estimated 
seized hold of his —————— . the effect of an 
arm without wait- omnibus upon Pup- 
ing for an answer DEFOOT. re was 
to his question, and a collision, cer- 
turned him (as | tainly; but when 
say) into Bond the passengers had, 
Street, it followed lon the sien of 
that Hitcuiixo’s ‘the conductor, re- 
destiny was for the sumed their seats 
moment in other ‘(all except one man 
hands than his who said he was a 
own. doctor), Puppgroot 
Three times did was picked up, and 
PuppEFooT and discovered to be 
Hircmuixc walk up | suffering from 
and down Bond AR nothing more vital 
Street . . . while AL \ . than a  contused 
Pupperoor talked. "| | t | 7 NG Wil forehead and the 
| | | nM 
Hitcatrsa looked All this was hap- 
worried and be-| | pening outside Rey- 
effurts to withdraw 
his arm from the \ 
\ 





i 
Hh 


I 





and as Hrremuixe 
‘turned away to 
jhide a sigh he 
noticed an an- 
nouncement in the 
iwindow. After 
reading it carefully, 
an idea occurred to 
him, and he entered 
the shop again. 

“T see,” he said 
to the gentleman 
behind the count r, 
“that you under- 
take to exchange 
goods that do not 
meet with the ap- 
proval of your cus- 
tomers?” 


Th 
Passers- by might y A {\ |temporary loss of 
have noticed that i | , \ | his senses. 

! | \ { | | 
wildered, and that \\ My 7 il bent ) | \ton’s the Hosier ; 
he made little timid! |||) dt At 
grasp of PuppEroor. 


But, as they passed 
Conduit Street for | 
the seventh time, 
it was noticeable 
that Hitcatine’s! 
brow cleared. He 
had the calm look 
that a man wears 
who has come toa 
great determina- 
tion. 

Pupperoor had 
just made a play 
upon the name 
Bow.es, the point 
of it deriving in no “ Certainly, Sir,” 
small degree from replied the man; 


the fact that the A GOOD START. and he went on to 








—_— 
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word Bowls, spelt New Maid Servant (just arrived). “May I wansk 1 MY YounGa Maw ‘ss CaLLep ver?” explain this and 
so —without the " — — a ow enue thet 
“e,” connoted a pastime or recreation of hardly say how sorry— No near had helped to make Reyton’s, as he said, 
some standing ; and this he had followed | relation, I trust ?” the most famous hosier in the town. 

up with some reference to “termino-| “An old school-fellow,” explained! “Quite so,” assented Hircuuixc. He 
logical inexactitude,” the which indeed | Hrrcuuive, as he paid for the tie. drew a little package from his pocket, 


he spoke of as “the latest joke in| “Dear, dear!” said Pupperoor. “I and sighed deeply. “Would you be so 
the City.” They were then approaching| had not heard— A contemporary of good, then, as to take back this black 





Rentox’s the Hosier, and it so coincided | mine, too, I suppose? Tell me—” tie, and give me a dark grey one in 
that here Pupperoot’s comments upon| “I hardly like to talk of it, Pupperoot,' exchange? I find I shall not want the 
the matter came to anend. Said Puppe- if you don’t mind.” | black one after all.” 

root: “And where are you off to, old; “Quite so, quite so, my dear fellow. 

man?” |Your feelings do you credit. At least 


“TI was just going into this place,”,;I may hope his death was an easy What he said. Taint of slavery. 





said Hitcuuixe, “ to buy a tie.” |one?” What he meant. "Tain’t slavery. 
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OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Frou yet another of Mr. Punch’s young men—and the 
most illustrious of all—comes a new book ; and what can Mr. 
Punch do but stretch out the hand of welcome? Everyone 
knows Trrmarsn’s Paris Sketch Book, with its wonderful 
history of Cartouche and other delectable matters. Everyone 
knows his Irish Sketch Book ;—well, here is his New Sketch 
Book (courageous title!), never before published, but now 
gathered together with inspired industry by Mr. R. 8S. Garwerr 
from the pages of the old and defunct Foreign Quarterly 
Review in 1842 and thereabouts, what time the great and 
genial giant was contributing to Punch “ Mrs. Tickletoby’s 
Lectures on English History” and other delightful papers. 
The New Sketch Book, which is published by Atston Rivers, 
deals, in the unmistakable Thackerayan manner, with Evcexe 
Sce and A.Lexaxpre Tue Great, Huco and Batzao, and other 
Continental authors of that day. Mr. Punch places it in his | 
archives with reverence. 





| 


The High Toby (Meruvex) has nothing to do with dog life 
personal to the companion of Mr. Punch or others. The name | 
pertains to what were known in the good old times as Gentle- | 
men of the Road or (in their temporary absence) as highway- | 
men. Dick Ryder, otherwise Galloping Dick, Mr. MArRIoTT | 
Watson's hero, is of the type glorified by an earlier novelist 
in the person of Dick Turpin. He was not the man to rob | 
the poor or to raise his al against a woman except in 
kindness. Adventurous by nature, adventures came to him | 
by night and day, were briskly faced and are brightly told. | 
It is not the kind of record to read right through from cover | 
to cover, as there is necessarily something of sameness in | 
the success of the hero in difficult circumstances. But to 
take up in a chance half-hour of leisure, it will be found 


most acceptable. 


It was a gentle lady and her name was A.ice Browy, 

And she wrote a charming story of a small New England 
town ; 

Her publisher was Coystasie, that enterprising thing,— 

But it isn't of her publisher I’m going for to sing. 


She called her story Paradise, and told of simple folk 
Who loved and smiled and suffered and bent to duty’s yoke, 
Of Malory and Barbara (who in the end was Nick's) ; 
And books like these will cost you (net) exactly four-and-six. 
France in the Nineteenth Century (Hutcmtsox) has no 
pretension to throw new light on the history of sixty eventful 
years. Mrs. Latiwer hints at access to private papers, but 
frankly admits that she has drawn her materials from con- 
tributions to magazines and newspapers by contemporary 
writers, French, Knglish, and American. The story is, 
indeed, a series of snapshots taken by chance passers-by. 
To Mrs. Latuwer belongs the credit of arranging them with 
skill and dramatic effect. The volume dealing with facts has 
the charm of romance. Its interest is increased by a score 
of photograph portraits taken from life. 


Mr. Kents Howarp, author of The Smiths of Surbiton 
CuvrmMan ann HALL), is, I feel sure, an admirer of Texnyson ; 
so he will, perhaps, have heard this story: The poet had 
been spending an afternoon with a novel by Miss Somebody 
or Other, and for two hours he had not said a word to his 
family. Suddenly he threw the book down, jumped to his 
feet, and cried excitedly: “Hooray! I see daylight at last ! 
Harry is going to be confirmed!” Now The Smiths of 
Surbiton is of course a much more interesting book than 
that. There is certainly a Harry in it, but he is grown up 





when we first meet him, and his confirmation days are over. 


| worTH also was an apostle of simplicity. 


‘We meet him, though, at a critical moment: when, if you 
‘will believe me, it is the nearest thing in the world whether 
he is or is not to be Baby Surrn’s godfather. Mr. Surra, too, 
himself is not without his adventure. He has a slight pain, 
and the doctor calls. The doctor feels his pulse and looks at 
his tongue. (I assure you I held my breath here.) “A trifle 
coated,” he says. “Now I want you,” he goes on, and I 
still held my breath quite tight, “I want you to unbutton 
your dressing-gown, and the coat of your pyjamas.” 

It is generally unfair to an author to quote extracts from 
his book; and I feel that I should be better employed 
quoting the stock phrases for any novel of Mr. Howarp’s— 
“delightful,” “full of charm,” “a delightful simplicity,” 
“ beautiful,” “fragrant.” Mr. Howarp’s first book, Love 
and a Cottage, deserved all that. But he has now become 
aman with a mission, the founder of a school, the apostle of 
simplicity and naturalness . . . . and he is overdoing it. 

WorpsworTH—one cannot get away from the poets—Worps- 
wortH should serve as a warning for Mr. Howarp. Wonrps- 
One day he sat 
down and wrote :— 

“ And Betty's most especial charge 
Was : ‘Jouyyy, Jouxyy, mind that you 
Come home at once, whate’er befall, 
Come home at once, nor stop at all ; 
My Jouxwy do, I pray you, do.’” 

In a preface to this poem he says, “I never wrote anything 
with so much glee.” Mr. Howarp, on page 281, says, “It 
would be pleasant, at any rate for the writer”—to go on. 
He really must be careful! Only his sense of humour can 
save him now. 


The publishers of that indispensable companion, Who’s 
Who, indulge in a touch of subtle humour by issuing in 
identical form the Medical Dictionary (A. axp C. Biack). In 
| Who's Who we gloat over particulars of our friends and 
| acquaintances, including hints at their favourite recreation. 
In the Medical Dictionary we find nearly 900 closely printed 
pages, giving fullest range to any moderate man or woman’s 
favourite frailty in the way of illness. All the ills that flesh 
| is heir to are catalogued, traced to their origin, with sensible, 
|lueid instructions for early treatment. It has been said 
|(probably by a lawyer) that a man who in legal difficulties 
conducts his own case has a fool for a client. The axiom 
| applies equally to a sick man who dispenses with the services 
of a doctor. But there frequently arise cases of urgency 
| where prompt elementary treatment might lead to the saving 
of life. Regarded in the light of first aid to the wounded, 
the Medical Dictionary will be found invaluable. Dr. Comrie, 
who edits it, avows desire that it should occupy a position 
somewhere between that of a technical dictionary of medicine 
and one intended merely for the domestic treatment of 
commoner ailments. The scheme is admirably carried out. 








| eee CLASS FACTORY of an artfully technical mass article is 

seeking for a responsible, organize, capable Merowant, versed 
with building trade, for acceptation of a branch office. Epoch-making 
new proceeding of manufacturing. High profit provable-—Adrt. in 
“ Daily Telegraph.” 

| Esperanto again ? 

From Answers to Correspondents in Farm, Field, and 
| Fireside. We should advise you to bathe the inflamed 
| parts with a decoction of puppy heads twice daily.” The 
| bark would, of course, be removed before application. 


Duryea the absence of the “ Duke of Laycaster” abroad, 
we understand that Sir Henry Fow er is to be left in sole 
charge of the Duchy. 

















